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secret committee holds its sittings in the night,
and the time for its executions is in the silent hours
between twelve .and two, when honest people
should be all asleep in their beds. Sometimes,
when the store-keepers open their doors in Main
Street, they find a corpse dangling on-a branch;
but commonly the body is cut down before dawn,
removed to a suburb, where it is thrown into a hole
like that of a dead dog. In most cases, the place
of burial is kept a secret from the people, so that
no legal evidence of death can be found.

Swearing, fighting, drinking, like the old Norse
gods, a few thousand men, for the most part wife-
less and childless, are engaged, in these upper parts
of the Prairie, in founding an empire. The expres-
sion is William Gilpin's pet phrase; but the con-
gregation of young Norse gods who drink, and
swear, and fight along these roads, are comically
unaware of the glorious work in which they are
engaged.

"Well, sir," said to me, one day, a burly
stranger, all boots and beard, with a merry mouth
and audacious eye; " well, what do you think of
our Western boys ? " '

Bernernbering Gilpin, and wishing to be safe
and complimentary, I replied, "You are making